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had deliberately planned the meeting so as to get rid of him.
After spending several weeks writing and tearing up a number
of mad, furious letters, he finally sent her one that was both
short and dry, in which he said that since she could arrange to
be at home on only one afternoon, it must be because she was
perfectly well and had no need of his ministrations. By return
of post came four pages of excuse and protestation. She would,
she said, be at home to him at whatever hour he might like to
come on the next day but one, which happened to be a Sunday.

"Monsieur Larousselle is going to a bull-fight. He knows
that I don't like that sort of thing. Come for tea. I shall wait
for you until half-past five."

Never had the doctor received from her a letter in which the
sublimities pkyed so small a part, in which matters of health and
treatment were not even mentioned. He re-read it more than
once, and frequently touched it as it lay in his pocket. This
meeting, he felt, would be different from all that had preceded
it. At last he would be able to declare his passion. Bu,t, man^of
science that he was, and taught by repeated experiences that his
presentiments had a way of never being realized, he kept on
saying to himself: 'No, it's not a presentiment. .. my attitude of
expectancy is wholly logical. I wrote her a churlish letter to
which she has sent a friendly answer. Therefore, it is up to me
to see to it that our first words shall give to our talk a tone of
frankness and intimacy____* .

As be drove from his laboratory to the hospital, he rehearsed
the coming interview; again and again asked her questions, again
and again framed the replies he would have her make. He was
o&e of those imaginative persons, who never read novels because
for them no work of fiction can ever be nearly so enthralling as
the one they invent for themselves, the one in which they play
die leading role. No sooner had he signed a prescription and
found Hmself on the way downstairs from his j>&tient's room,
than be was back> once more, like a dog digging up a buried